this week, The Secret Admirer is: 


Pay attention to what you con- 
sume and mind your stomach 
this week. Both literally and figu- 
ratively you are at risk of taking in 
something that upsets your bal- 
ance, but you'll recover quickly. 


Continue to keep a modest pace 
and gather information and re- 
sources this week. A flurry of ac- 
tivity and tasks will assail you next 
week, so it's good to rest while 
you can. Take a long bath. 


Take rejection well, and under- 
stand that-there-might be a very 
good reason why you are kept at 
arms length. There's more to the 
situation than you could possibly 
know. Act with grace and dignity. 


Back important information up 
on paper this week. There's a cha- 
otic squiggle-of energy running 
through your technology sector. 
Take special:care to not drop your 
phone in a toilet. 


A delightful and rosy lens may 
augment your vision this week. 
Good moods drift through your 
mind, and it's a particularly auspi- 
cious to meet new people. Have 
extra faith in strangers. 


Introduce a level of method to 
your week. Write-on your calen- 
dar, keep.a to-do list, and respond 
to emails..A certain nagging anxi- 
ety will melt away to nothing and 
you will find freedom in routine. 
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Pay attention to patterns this 
week and you, might see the 
world in a way that makes more 
sense to you. You might find that 
your inspirations and influences 
come from unexpected places. 


Let that Sugar House bus keep 
on rolling down the road without 
you. It's a BAD week to gamble. 
You will lose every coin toss. Stick 
to certainties and~follow maps. 
Check the ground before you dig. 


A sudden gust of yearning may fill 
your sails this week and temporar- 
ily define you by. that which you 
lack. Follow it! Chase that red bal- 
loon down a strange road. Trust 
your bizarre cravings. 


Hit the snooze button. An extra 
9 minutes of sleep will give you a 
bizarre dream that will inspire you 
for days. Likewise, don't feel bad 
about procrastinating. You'll do 
great things at the last minute. 


Share everything that you are 
given and be generous with any 
surplus this week. People will 
remember this’ and be glad to 
return the favor when you come 
upon a dry spot some time soon. 


There's a lingering bad luck shad- 
owing you. Something like a cop 
ora snitchy co-worker.Something 
that will leave you alone if you pay 
attention to what you're doing. 
Make it to Friday and it's all good! 


Punk Rock Flea market 
gal- | have three seperate friends that all 
got haircuts that make them look like veg- 
etables on the same weekend! 


40 & Walnut 

gal 1- He's SO hot. 
gal 2- Yeah? 

gal 1- Yeah, hot, but he's also gay af. 


Spruce St Harbor 
older gal- You can go to the sperm bank 
and pick one out if you want. 
younger gal- No | don't want to do that. 


16 & Walnut 
gal- Has anyone ever looked more like 
a third wheel that | do right now? I'm at- 
tached to them. 
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- , KEEPOVERHEARD ALIVE! , % 
: * send in the good bits: * . 
° text 603 203 4766 ° 


howling at you 
every Tuesday 


Waves 


I'm sitting by myself in a sparsely-peopled 
bar, minding my own business, sucking 
at a double vodka cranberry. I'm right on 
the cusp of maybe being too drunk—the 
time that the dwindling, responsible part 
of myself should maybe urge the hungry, 
teetering part of myself to go home, when 
the song playing over the bar speak- 
ers, a song | rather like, is interrupted by 
the sound of a ring tone. The bartender’s 
phone was the source of our music and 
that music was interrupted by the ring- 
tone that she assigned to someone who is 
calling or texting her. From the first note 
| know its entirety. It’s “Waves,’ a flouncy, 
music box jingle added to iPhones with 
the ringtone and wallpaper package of 
iOS 7. She's at the far end of the bar talking 
with another customer and is slow to dis- 
entangle herself and walk back to silence 
her phone and continue the music. It ticks 
though a full 18 second rotation and be- 
gins another before she picks it up, the 
white light of her screen casting trenches 
in the furrows of her pursed-lipped face. 
She frowns with her eyebrows and returns 
us to some Blonde Redhead song. Dr. 
Strangeluv? No | think it’s Silently. Yeah, 
Silently. Great Song. 


You see, I’m not some savant with ring- 
tones. There's a reason | know this one 
so well. There’s a reason | know it better 
even than the Mr. Softee jingle. I’ve run it 
through the fingers of my mind so often 
that they’re calloused. Once | sat hunched 
in front of a 10-watt Fender practice amp 
| bought off a No-Libs folk-punk gal who 
needed money to pay rent, tapping my 
foot on a Boss-RC30 looping pedal that | 
bought off a noise musician in West Philly 
when he couldn't pay rent, and made this 
song into a landscape with a Gibson SG | 
bought off a Fairmount punk who needed 
money for rent and a cello | bought off a 
West Philly gal who needed money to 
move away from Philadelphia heartache, 
to a fresh place with a clean pen, to write 
on a blank page. | wrote a song for a gal | 
loved based on a ringtone. | recorded this 
song with tools | bought off Craigslist from 
other artists who were flailing and tread- 
ing water and couldn't pay rent. | was able 
to pay rent and buy instruments because | 
am The Secret Admirer. 


Once | sat on a naked, coffee-stained mat- 
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tress and held my iPhone 6 in my sweaty, 
shaking hand. | pressed the screen over 
and over again to make my phone chirp 
that noise, to tell me that song, to make 
the Pavlovian dog tongue in my brain 
salivate at the promise of food. | pressed 
it until my sweaty thumb no longer regis- 
tered and | had to rub my thumb on my 
sweaty shirt. | pressed it until my phone 
died. | was drunk. | pressed it until after 
my phone died. | pressed it uselessly on 
my way to a gas station where | wanted to 
buy a charge cable so | could hear it again. 
| got lost because my phone was dead. 


Waves plays for 18 seconds. If you set it 
as a text alert, it runs through two courses 
for a total of 38 seconds, ‘cause it gives a 
pause between the two. When we were 
falling apart and we were flailing to pay 
the rent on our relationship, it annoyed 
me that your text song was so long. It an- 
noyed me that my phone had to talk to 
me for 38 seconds every time you reached 
out to me, buzzing against my thigh like 
a trapped bee as | pedaled my bike hard 
away from some specter of solidarity. 
When “we” stopped existing | changed 
your tone to my generic chirp, and | 
haven't heard Waves again until now, sit- 
ting by myself, just one drink on the wrong 
side of too drunk, alone in a bar. 


In this interminable moment | am a ship 
adrift at sea. Waves are a reminder of a 
land | haven't seen for quite some time. 
My boards are made of wood taken from 
trees grown in deep, dark earth by hands 
that extended from bodies that walked on 
solid earth and fastened by nails smelted 
from rocks pulled from the stony ribcage 
of a strong and vibrant Earth. Now, a 
boundless confusion of water pours out in 
all directions. My crew has long since died 
and risen as zombies, ceaselessly bump- 
ing around my deck, hungry for earth 
and warmth and throats. This ringtone is 
a lighthouse blip in the otherwise end- 
less fog. | take my phone from my pocket 
and it shakes. The zombies crowd at my 
prow, hooting and reaching. In this mo- 
ment, as your old ringtone ticks by like a 
fuzzy music box in blown bar speakers, it 
almost makes sense to text you. To tell you 
things. Almost. Instead | leave in a swirl of 
cigarette smoke, my vodka cranberry half 
undrunk, and slow pedal my way home, 
longing impotently for the annoyances of 
yesterday, a hive of bees on my tired thigh. 
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MARKET & CAFE 


Philly’s Premier Organic Market Since 1969 
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410 Fitzwater St 
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Akira Kurosawa’s RAN / MAY 20-26 
PFS Roxy / 2023 Sansom St. 


Use code for $2 OFF at Filmadelphia. 


CATS PREFER 
BAGS MADE IN PHILLY. 


RELOADBAGS.com 


BookingEL@yahoo.com 
1356 N Front St - Fishtown 


ORO 


New Queen's Village 


location now open 


700 PASSYUNK AVE. 
Inside Sweat Gym 


(267) 928-3055 
AmericanMortals.com 
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PERIOD PALS 


is back! 


So send in your menstrual-themed haiku to 
Wendy Otter at cornfairy@gmail.com 


Open to all folks. Printed anonymously in the 
Admirer every fourth or fifth week. Send in as 
many as you like. 


‘cause menstruation ain't taboo! 


Ask the Admirer 


This week, the advice question is framed 
a bit differently. Over the years, if the letters 
| get are any indication, the Admirer has 
resonated quite a bit with people who have 
difficulty with life for one reason or another. 
Maybe all people do at some point and this 
is the part of them that writes in. | genuinely 
feel that the Admirer does the most good in 
being at least an affirmation that mental 
problems and crippling loneliness are very 
real and that you are not alone in these feel- 
ings no matter what your brain tells you. 


| At its best and most self-aggrandizing, | 


imagine that it can be a tiny flicker flame of 
friendship to you when you're at your low- 
est. So anyway, I've received a lot of advice 
questions over the years asking how to deal 
with depression and sadness, and I've never 
felt comfortable answering these questions 
because depression is such a dominant, 
powerful force in my life that has robbed 
so much from me again and again, that 
| clearly have no idea how to deal with it. | 
quietly refer these askers to other resources 
that | myself don’t use, knowing in my heart 
that they won't use them either, and the 
cycle continues. This here isn’t a cure-all so- 
lution, but it’s something small that | know 
you can do, and unlike the countless resourc- 
es online, it’s something that | can honestly 
say | do myself, and something that works a 
little bit. Nothing is a cure-all solution for the 
countless ways we can feel bad. | continue to 
survive by cobbling together little rituals that 
poke a hole through this or that swath of the 
great, wet wool blanket of saddness—by 
sticking a magic straw through to the other 
side and taking big gulps of the clean and 
sunny air that seems to come effortlessly to 
most people. Of course it still smothers me 
from time to time, but I’m alive and I’m here. 


Dear Sad One, 


| have something I'd like to tell you. | 
only really kind of puzzled it out recently, it 
is very important to me, and | believe that 
it will help at least one of you in a mean- 
ingful way. The times when you need help 
the least are unfortunately also the times 
when you are most able to ask for help. | 
understand this might seem obvious, and 
| guess it’s reductive to assume that you 
interact with your mental and emotional 
landscape in the same way that | interact 
with mine. At my most recent low point | 
needed help very much and it was a task of 
near impossible difficulty to even begin to 
know who from or how to seek help. This 
caused my dip to go deeper, continue for 
much longer, than it might have otherwise. 
On this visit to that familiar cave, however, 
| had an idea. | wrote a letter to myself ona 
dirty scrap of paper that | could reach from 


wouldn't need it. Ascending on the tide of 
an upwardly corkscrewing mood, you feel 
invincible. You may feel embarrassed and 
ashamed of the weak you in the funk that 
you so recently were. You might try to dis- 
tance yourself from that needy worthless 
leech version of yourself the same way you 
quietly unfriend that uncle who won't shut 
up about how great Trump is. But that ver- 
sion of you is still there, waiting quietly to 
fill your skin at some point in the future, to 
take you back down to the well. 


Write a letter to yourself when you are 
down there. Ask for all the things you des- 
perately need but are too hollow or inert 
to call your friends and ask for. Be greedy 
in that letter. Ask for frivolous things. Ask 
for candy and medication. Describe your 
days. Don't be afraid to say you're thinking 
about death—that you can feel it calling 
through a thinning veil of reality. No one 
will read this but you (unless you hide it in 
a stupid spot or you have a controlling and 
snoopy partner). No one will think you're 
crazy. No one will call the cops or your par- 
ents. 


Read this letter again when you are 
feeling better. Look at it hard. There, where 
you feel you need help the least, gather 
the help you'll need if you find yourself 
there again at some point. Buy a puke 
bucket from Target and stick it out of sight 
under your bed. Buy yourself a Grubhub 
gift certificate or some non-perishable 
foods to stick in the back of your closet, 
for when/if you feel you can’t leave your 
room. If you think it might be right for you, 
go see someone who can prescribe you a 
medicine that might help you in the fu- 
ture. Pretend that someone you love very 
much has sent you this letter. Pretend it’s 
your child. Your aging parent. A close per- 
son who died too young and who might 
still be alive if they had managed to write 
this letter and get it to a friend like you. 


There’s no cure-all for sadness, but 
damnit, there are pillows you can throw 
down the well, while you're up reclining 
ona grassy hill near the well, and the next 
time you fall down, tunnel vision gazing 
upward at a far away night sky, that pillow 
might bring you a modicum of comfort. 
That kernel of grateful, thankful reflection 
might be enough to remind you that you 
don’t hate yourself all the time. Maybe 
write a letter when you're feeling your best 
and fold it up somewhere safe, so that you 
can read it in the darkness. A breath of 
spring wind will flow from the page if you 
do it right. 


I'm sorry you're sad. A lot of us are. In 
this sadness | am your brother. | just want 
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1. Mont Blanc mountain range 
5. Conversation starter 
10. Gaelic language 
14. Sixty-two 
. Loony Tunes health risk 
. Not imagined or supposed 


. Effectively conveying 

. Gave us “Heat of the Moment” 
. Famous Philly rapper gal 

. Pocketbook 


. Express agreement 
. Draws lightening in a storm 
. Informal, friendly political alliance 
. Bedazzles 
. Gets off on hurting 
. Unpleasantly clear and specific pain 
. A time as yet unoccurred 
. 1/6400 of a complete circle 
. Right here, right now 
36. Johnny Appleseed 
37. Give up the ship 
38. Long period of time 
39. The front part of a stair 
40. Compose your natural armature 
41. Messed around aimlessly 
43. Requirements 
44. Porky Pig impediment 
46. Collects water in a basement 
47. Foundling 
48. UFC ring 
49. Soil shaper 
52. The main stem of 24 across 


53. Periods following a mutual right swipe 


56. Always 

57. Bestow ability 
58. Panache 

59. Cincinnati team 


\\ 
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. Downwind 

. 14 across + XIll 

. Conveys Mario Bros 

. Knight 

. Hurry 

. Result 

. 14 across -V 

.7 down - Ill 

. Beautiful, poisonous shrub 
10. Negates 
11. Sustained bitterness 
12. Canonized candle decorator 
13. Exhilarate 
18. Spooky shit 
23. Agitate 
24. Noises of scorn 
25. Consumer 
26. Slake 
27. Canyon voice 
28.x5 
29. Bit with a row of steel teeth 
31. Roger Klotz insult 
33. Concept 
34. With good deals you pay this 
36. Bullet husher 
37. A really really tiny house 
39. ROTA - I’m running out of time 
40. What phrenologists read 
42. They 
43. Borrowed sentiments 
44. One who is in the wagon 
45. Cache of cool things! 
46. Swagger 
48. Froth 
49. Anagram of HAIL 
50. Pearl and Amethyst fusion 
51. Anglo-Saxon slave 
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holly firesheets 


cummask.tumblr.com 
insta: cum.mask 
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Small-batch distiller of Whiskey, Gin, Rum, Liqueur, Brandy 


2440 Frankford Ave. Philadelphia - 257-825-4590 
RowhouseSpirits.us 


Open for retail sales Thurs-Sat: Noon-6:00pm 
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Dey aS not need to ask for help, because I've been _ different yous in productive ways. Forget 
A! Buy * around long enough to know that bad about a higher power if it doesn’t help you. Travia Tirae 
Philadelphia No : moods almost always pass (unless you die) Be a witch. Buy a pretty crystal. Start writ- Ssh Wk wah Bo tos ee eee Oe hl ae ee 
603 203 @ and there would comeatime when! would _ ing your story. 1- In what’section of the power plant does Homer Simpson work? 
4766 feel strong and alive and | would leave my 2- What is the second full moon in a calendar month called? 
seu gen suas aseiveveivedivaaacasvenscastancactett tote ee ERM Saas éSe aun SRR eea Ne acaan se bed, and in that mode it would not be rel- ” pe 3- What common instrument measures atmospheric pressure? 
Lost but Seeking Be ee eee 4- Name the first person to become a billionaire strictly through writing books. 


Remember folks, we run lost pet and stolen bike ads 


5- Name the first novel that Steven King.sold to a publisher. 
for free if we have spare room. <3 


ANSWERS ON BACK 


